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" But they may not see us, Pirthi Pal."

" They have seen us, Sahib! Dekkho! He pointed to an excited
crowd on the beach below the bluff already pushing out boats, and
gave an order to his matchlockmen to have cartridge boxes and
powder horns in readiness.

" Oh, they've certainly seen something. But not us. Or at least
they are not interested in us. See, they are turning up stream."

Indeed, they were: but why or what they were seeking up stream
was hidden from him by the little peninsula that marked the
junction of the two rivers, low but high enough to hide what might
be happening on the Ganges from a man, even a man standing, in
a boat on the Ramganga.

Pirthi Pal's brow cleared. " So much the better for us, Sahib.
We are well armed." He looked with complacancy at his retainers
and Delacey politely suppressed a private opinion that their ancient
but picturesque weapons were more likely to be dangerous to the
man who fired them than the man fired at. " We are well armed/'
he repeated, " but it were better to conclude this matter without
fighting, if possible/'

He urged the rowers to fresh efforts. The boat shot out into the
wide waters of the Ganges. And almost collided with another boat
which, previously hidden under the left bank, now emerged to
bar their progress. Delacey felt for the revolver hidden in his
cummerband. So they had been seen.

The current swept the two boats together, and a dirty, piratical-
looking ruffian extended a long boat-hook and held them close as
he shouted, " Oh, ye who travel thus speedily, what is the reason
for such haste?"

The matchlodonen looked inquiringly at Pirthi Pal. Delacey's
hand tightened round the butt. A bullet for the pirate, a bullet for
Pirthi Pal if he proved treacherous, and then God alone knew.
But Pirthi Pal, though he clung to his theory of not fighting, was
not meditating treachery. He played his part well, haughty, indig-
nant, the high-caste Hindu sensing Insult and prepared to
resent it.

" I am the Thakur Pirthi Pal, brother-in-law of the Taluqdar,
Hurdeo Buksh. Who are ye, who stop my boat on the open river
where all men may pass?"

The other remained unimpressed. " We be men of Kassim Kur,
oh Thakur. Pathans. And as to why we stop thee, word has come
that the Feringbis are escaping from Fattehgahr. Even now they are
here/' he pointed to a jumble of boats further up river, milling
round sbme central object. " Even now we deal with these infidels."
And a shot, followed by a high-pitched woman's scream, grimly